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g about their
and willingly as
had been wont to do. This
state of affairs had begun with the
advent of Licutenant Fernan, and
| things were daily gfowing worse.
Captain Stoinecke leaned his head on
fis hands, unable to decide what

urse to pursue; the sole consola-
:,oon of tliese deeply anxious mo-
ments being the knowledge that his
life at sea was nearly over; that af-
ter this voyage he would be able to
seturn to his widowed daughter and
per two children to spend his re-
maining days in quiet content. Al-
though he had not reached the uge
for retirement, his health bad m?t.
peen good since the death of his
while he was absent on a voy-

']oomY-

not. g0
- Guties Y

'i:f' two years before. And thus it
‘fm’l that the paternal government,

ich he had served for so many
}‘;,h:?,‘;ul years, had granted him
leave to retire earlier than was cus-
tomazy. While he sat there musing,
he placed his hand within the to-
som of his vest and d“rew forth a
peautiful miniature picture of St.
Joseph, which he l}JWn)‘s wore, and
aiter gazing upon it long u'nd earn-
estly, he fervently p‘resscd_ it \t.o his
lips. It had been given him by his
dead wife who had had it copied by
an excellent artift from a famo.s
painting of the gentle saint. Re-
placing it in his bosom' he leaned
back in his chair and wearily c¢los-
ing his eycs he was soon fust

@D
aS::‘l;e slept he dreamed. All 'hx:
perplexity und unhappiness van‘.ih-
d; he was standing once more
side the vine-covered window of lns
own drawing-room, his wife by bis
gide, Tn the garden beneath them
their little daughter gambollea and
played, looking up and kissing hor
hand to the devoted pareunts who
watched her so fondly. The years
were effaced, he forgot that she too,
fike hims:lf had lost her fLeutl's
companion, and that when he had
last partad from her she had Leen
clothed m nelancholy robes «f
biack and that she had mineled sies
own tears vt ¢ those of hee orphan
children. Again the scene chaunged—
his wife was gone, but in her place
stood his daughter, her image, und
she was saying : *‘Father, do not
give way to melancholy forebodings
With mother’s dear picture of St.
Joseph ou your heart, nothing can
harm you."”
‘Suddenly a hand was laid upon his
shoulder—the dream vanished, the
dreamer awoke. Defore him stood a
young cadet named Hohn, the only

e

one in whom he had noticed ahy
spirit of insubordination.
‘What is the matter?’’ cried the

captain, springing to his feet, as lLe
observed the deathly paleness of the
young man's face.

“Sh! Do not speak so loud,’’ said
the cadet. ‘1 have stolen here to
warn you, although 1 fear it is al-
ready too late.” -

‘“What do you mean?'’ asked the
captain. ‘*What has happened o
make you so pale and troubled look-
ing?"”’

“Mutiny!”* replied the other.
“They have determined to kill you.
Leutcnant Fernan has a mad scheme
of becoming captain, and with bril-
liant promiscs he has persuaded the
<rew to join him.’’

y “But why?'* answered the captain.
“I have remarked his peculiar beha-
vior as well as that of all the
others, save yourself, but never
dreamed that things had gone so
far. Why commit murder when the
next voyage would see him in my
place?"”

“There is gold on this ship,”’
whispered the other. “‘Lieutenant
Fernan has concocted a scheme to
Seize it, take the ship and turn it
into a pirate cruiser. The men have
been partly coerced, and partly in-
duced by promises of a share in the
booty, to join him."'’

“Are you sure ‘that this plan
fully matured?’’

“T heard it all through the thin
Partition between my quarters and
theirs. T have an unusually fine ear,
Captain, 1 did not miss a word.
What can we do to avert this ter-
Tible calamity?*’

“There is nothing to be done,’’
answered the captain sadly, in a
Voice‘ scarcely audible to his bear-
o “To make an appeal for 'mercy
Would not only be vain, but it
Yould involve you in a like misfor-
tine with myself, for, then they
Would know from whom I learned
the particulars. For me it is onl
2 matter of a fow years at most ;

I trust, a long and use-
before you! 'But 1 could

is

: to bear,”

. So ::yl’:‘PhO beckoned him away.
The young man seized his hand,
pressed it warmly and disappeared.
When he had gone the captain fell
upon his’ knees and prayed fervent-
ly. Not many moments had elapsed
before he heard the murmur of ap-
proaching voices. The captain arose,
the door was thrown open, and the
lientenant, accompanied by several
sailors, appeared on the threshold.
At the same instant a tremendous
clap of thunder broke upon their
ears. s

““What is wrong?'’ asked the cap-
tain, as they crowded into the
room.

“*Nothing is wrong,’”’ replied Lieu-
tenant Fernan insolently. ‘‘Every-
thing is all right now. I am in
command of this ship; these men
will obey my orders to the letter.
Your last hour has come, Captain
Steinecke; neither praying our
pleading will avail you; make no re-
sistance, but follow us at once.:’

Another clap of thunder more ter-
rible than the first caused some of
the sailors to start in terror.

“We are going to have a fearful
storm,”” said one, glancing timidly
at the lieutenant.

““Coward,”” he replied. ‘‘Not an-
other word.” At the same moment
he gave him a violent push. The
others exchanged glances; they were
not pleascd to see their companion
thus rudely treated. The contrast
between the calm, dignified attitude
of the captain-and that of their new
commander was striking enough to
make then pause in their unholy
work. The lieutenant saw that they
were beginnming to hesitate and
feeling of rage took possession of
him. ““Out with you,” he criced,
““Seize this man and throw him in-
to the sea.’’

As he spoke the war of the

my own fa

a

ele-

ning flaghed, the thunder rolled, the
wind howied through the rigging,
and the rain came down in tor-

j rents. The sailors without exception
shrank back as the lieutenant re-
peated his commands. Not one of
them offered to stir.

“*Cowards,”” he shouted, ‘ throw
that man into the sea!”
No one moved. With a terrible

oath the licutenant sprang forward,

pistol in hand. The next instant he
had pressed it against the captain’s
heart, and pulled the trigge A

flash, a puff of smoke followed—but
the man whom he had thought to
kill stood perfectly calm and unin-
jured. The bystanders were astound-
ed; but the licutenant was not dis-
mayed. Once more he was about to
pull the trigger which he had this
time aimed close to the head of the
captain, but at that critical instant
all was changed. A terrible blaze
of lightning seemed to envelope the
deck, followed by a shock that half
stunned all those who stood within

its influence. When it had passed
the .ailors stepped forward. DProne
on "e deck lay a man, a dead man,

a uvid streak disfiguring his fore-
head and ashen cheeks. But it was
not Captain Steinecke. Kneeling on
the deck beside the corpse of his
would-be murderer, the good
exclaimed in a tremulous voice :
‘e has been struck by lightning
May God have mercy on his soul.'
At the same moment he drew the
medallion picture of St. Joseph
from his bosom. The ivory face of it

had been shattered to fragments,
making also @ deep indentation in
the back, which was of gold.

‘“See, men!” he cried, holding it

aloft. ““It is St. Joseph, who un-
der the Providence of God has saved
my life.””

The terrible warning they had just
received proved effective with the
mutineers. To a man they went on
their knees beseeching the captain
to forgive them, promising at the
same time to obey without a mur-
mur his slightest command. Captain
Steinccke was a Christian; he lost
not a moment in enforcing with the
most solemn words the lésson they
had just received. During the re-
mainder of the voyage they were a
model crew.

- - -

- - - *

It was the nineteenth of March of
that same year. Two months had
elapsed since the oceurrence of the
foregoing events. The widowed
daughter of Captain Steinecke sat
on a bench in the garden of her fa-
ther’s residence. The first flowers of
spripg bloonied all about her, the
birds sang in the branches, but her
[heart was heavy and sad, fof only
the day before she had read in the
newspaper that a fast steamer pass-
ing the '‘Orion’’ in mid-ocean had
brought tidings of the death by a
stroke of lightning of its gallant
commarnder, She could obtain no
further. particulars -until the arrival
%f his ship, which was now due. On
this day her father and mother had
been wont to make a festival at
home, and had never failed to at-
at the village
hurch. And now they were both

gone and she must keep it alone

i little children. Although
ations would have kept her
me, she wished to . do  that
elt would please her pa~
fore she had dressed her |

ments began in earnest. The light- |

man |

the minnows could be seen disp

field stood an old willow tree of it
mense size, beneath whose spread
branches a rustic seat had pe
placed by some kind Christian soul

habit of resting on their way to and
from the village. ®
“‘Mother, there is a man sitting on
the bench,} said Joseph. ‘“‘Shall we
rest or shall we go on?"’ -
““As you please,” replicd the mo-
ther. ““If you do not feel tired, per-
haps it may be as well to go on."”
But the man arose at their ap-
proach, and came forward smiling.
"andpapn, grandpapa!’ = @x-
claimed the little ones with joy.
‘0, mother, he is not dead, he is
here."”’
The. mother stood still, trembling
—half afraid. But a well known
voice reassured her.

“Emily,"”” cried her father, with

ing themselves. In the middle of thi =

in times long since forgotten. Here
the children had always been in the

led arms, and she sank upon

m, 4

it we thought you were daad,
she said at last, ang re-

the_circumstance of the arri-

of the unweléome news,

¥ ‘Then
‘!o,ther told her the story of hig
Bulous escape, adding, as be

ed, ‘““We  reached Bremerhaven
erday, and I hurried home g
48t as I could, leaving my boxes to
eome later, for I wished to be with
you on St. Joseph’s Day. 1 fea]
that we must spend it together, ag
we have always done whenever pos-
sible, and more particularly now
when such a miracle has been work-
ed in my behalf. Your dear mother
would have wished it so, Emily. As
I reached the village the first bell
was ringing for Mass, and I knew I
should be certain to meet you.
Thinking to surprise .you I waited
on this bench by the willow. But 1
hear the last bell. We must hasten,
for we cannot afford to be late to-
day at the Mass which will be for
us more than ever one of praise and
thanksgiving.”—Mrs. M. E. Mannix,

THE BOY FOR ME,

1lis cap is old, but his hair is gold,

4+ a his face is as clear as the sky,

Ard whoever he meets, on laues or
street

He looks him straight in the eve
With a fearless pride that has

naught to hide, p
Though he bows like na ititie
knight, A
Quite debonair, to a lady fair,

W 'h a smile that is swift as .dvht
Does his mother call?
ball

Or the prettiest game, can stay
tlis eager feet as he hastens

greet

Whatever she means to sav;

And” the teachers depend na thw it

Not Kk'te or

1o

! tle friend

| At school in his place at nine,

| With his lessons learned wand  his
| good marks earned,

All ready to toe the line.

I vounder if you have seen him, Loo,
Thiv boy, who is not too big,
I a morning kiss from mother and
Sis,
Wno isn't a bit of prig,
Liut gentle and strong,
| whol¢ day long
As merry as boy can be.
A gentleman, dears, in coming vears,
Ard at present the boy for me.

and the

FORGIVIENESS.—Rain, rain, no-
thive but rain from the murky sky

above, nothing but slush and filth
beneath, and nothing but busy
pushing people all around. The air

was full of the clamor and roar of
the great city; everything and every-
body seemed cold and pitiless and
in a hurry rybody, except a child
who stood gn the curb-stone; and
watching the surging rumbling
crowd that rolled past him.

It was a child with fair and deli-
cate limbs that would have made
th2s joy of a mother's heart and the
light of many a childish home, but
he stood now, ragged and dirty and
burefoot on the edge of the pave-
mwent, so friendless and homeless
that Licould not tell you where he
had come from, nor where he was
to, for I doubt whether = he
knew himself

He did not look frightened or be-
| 'vildered at his loneliness, though
why he did not, it is hard to say;
he was aware of what no
» could see, of the white shin-
iny angel who stood beside him with
stainless outspread wings unrufiled
by the crush of the thronging crowd,
and tender hands open to guard and
direct him. However that may be,
there was a fearless promptitude in
the way in which he secrambled from
oif the high pavement, down into
the putter, and set off in a direct
line across the street. And the an-
gei was with him still, with him as
he dodged under the very wheels of
a rattling hansom, with him as

| going

a
policeman called to him to ‘look
out,”” and made a little rush as if

to seize him, with him as the big
omnibus thundered down upon him

with its three heavy horses, and
with him still when the omnibés
had passed and the child lay a
crushed and .mangled heap in the
middle of the street.

There had been none to stretch

out a hand to the little outcast be-
fore, or to ward the evil from him,
but there were plenty, now that
the evil was done, to weep over him
and sympathize and offer remcdies.
Alas! is it not often and often so ?
But, happily, it was not too late
this time for the remedy to be of
some servic?. The child was carried
to a hospital and laid in a little
bed. and all that surgical aid and
tender nursing could do was done
for him,

Tut-froms the outset the end was
evident. The angel had .chosen  a
rough road to heaven, but it was
to heaven the little soul was un-
donbtedly bound, and that speedily.
But still the angel’s task was not
accomplished, for as yet the child
wayfarer knew nothing of where he
wus going to, or of f
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us happiness with Him for ever,
bidding us only love one another
for His sake, even as He had loved
us, and forgive as we had been for-
given. The child’s face blushed with

eagerness and he hung upon her
words as she went on—
“Our dear Lord forgave every-

body, ever. the wicked men who put
Him to death, and so we too, if we
want to go to heaven with Him, we
must forgive everybody from our
hearts.”’

““Me too?" said the child, “‘must
I forgive?””

““Yes, even you.”

He said nothing moce then, and
his friend rose up to go.

“T’'ll come back to-morrow,’”’ she
said as she stooped over his bed,
”uqd if you like 1’11 bring you a
present. YWhat shall it be. A pic-
ture book?"”’

“No, no, not a picture book.”’

*“Well then, a Noah’s ark?’’

**No. Bring me an ‘omnibus’ and
a pair of horses.””

**An omnibys?  What could you
do with it? You are too ill to ride

about on the floor with it.
of sumething else.”’

* No, an ‘omnibus,’ he persist-
ed, and secing that his friend still
hesitated, he ‘stretched out his
arms and clasped them around her
neck. ‘I want to have an ‘omni-
bus,” ”’ he whispered, ‘‘to cuddle and
nurse it, and then our dear Lord
will know I have forgiven it for
running over me, and He'll let me
go to bheaven with Him.”

S0 the toy was brought and laid
in the child’s ted, and he took it in
his poor maimed arms and hugged
it and made much of it, and forgave

Think

the painted tin driver who-sat on
the front teat, and over and over
agamn assured him that he didn't
mind having been run over, and
that his side didn’t hurt ‘‘so very
much.”’

So the days passed, and the end
drew nearer.

‘‘Has the child's mother never

been td inquire for him?'’ the nurse
was asked one day when the boy
drooped more than usual, and the
aogel’s task seemed well nigh done

““No,”” was the answer, ‘“no one
has ever been nigh the place to ask
after bhim. They do not know whe-
ther he had a mother. They had
asked him questions about his past
life, but his answers are very vague
and unsatisfactory and they had no
idea where his people lived, or how
to ge. ap them.”” And the kind
nurse shook her head. ‘‘There are
queer folk fu this world,”” she said,
“and the Wttle innocent is going to
a better home now than he ever had
befure.”’

*‘Promise me,’”’ said the child that
eveniug, as the nurse was arranging
him for the night, ‘‘promise that
you won’t take the ‘omnibus’ away.
I wunt it to go with me.””

She promised, and said that no
one should ever have it but him ;
and he went to sleep with it in his
arms.

When the next morning came, and
the winter sun’ shown in through
the hospital window, the Sun of
Justice had already risen upon the
litlle soul in a land where there is
no setling, and the great Father
had received the child outcast into
his everlasting home.

Dut the childish body lay on the
hospital bed with the omnibus still
clasped in  his cold white fingers:
and when it was placed in the coffin,
rovin was found there for it also;
sy that Jesus and His angels might
see that the last thought of the
much wronged babe had been one of
forgiveness and love.

GRANDMOTHER is at the win-
dow in her quiet room. She sits
there most of the day, looking pla-
cidly on the¢ outdoor world. It is
May-time; the air is sweet with the
breuth of lilucg and creamy magno-
lias, and a few Jate blossoms shine
out redly on the japonica bush.
Thete is a soft, droning sound from
the bees as they settle wupon some
honey-laden branch.

Grandmother leans forward a lit-
tle. Gertrude, the pretty grand-
daughter, is coming up the walk,
swinging ber strap of books. There
is all the charm and delight of youth
in Ler light. firm step, and the poise
of her brown  head.  Grandmother

g 3 16vingly. ‘‘Dear  little
“mays, “seems like
day when she was a
long white dress,

a little, patient smile, at the feet
on the old carpet hassock ; they
move so slowly and languidly now.
It is very sweet to be young and
strong and glad!  Will Gertrude
think to look up, with a smile and
a gay word? Sometimes she does,
but often—well, it is no wonder
young folks sometimes forget the
old—they have so many beautiful
things to think about.
_ She watches the clock with grow-
ing eagerness. It is™Almost time for
the mail-carrier to come by. Per-
haps she will get a letter to-day
from Katharine. ‘‘Give my love to
grandmamma, and tell her I am go-
Ing to write to her soon!’’ That is
what Katharine has been saying for
months in the postcripts of her let-
ters to Gertrude. So grandmamma
Walches the clock every day as the
tiwe draws near for the gray uni-
forned figure to come drwn the
Strect. If the letter does not come
to-duy, it may to-morrow. That is
the way grandmother always rea-
sons, trying to put away the chill-
ing disappointment, scttling  over
her, F
I, is queer how an old, tired heart
like hers can quicken its beating,
just for a little, fluttering hope.
There is almost a childlike wistful-
ness in her eyes when the letter-car-
rier comes in sight. Ile is in front
of the house—by the gale now—but
he passes by. She settles back with

a little patient sigh. She wishes
the clock would go faster—it is so0
many hours before the dark comes

and she can go to sleep. There is a
new magazine laying on the little
stand beside her, but her eyes ache
too much to even look at the pic-
tures any more.

She looks out of the window
again, her face turned intently on
the street, while the shadows grow
longer on the yellow road and the
bright, vivid green of the grass,
*“Twenty-three!’’ she says aloud
It is a little game that she has in-
vented to cheat the monotony of her
days—this counting of the bicycles
that go spinning down the
Sometimes it is white horses that
she numbers, sometimes it is the
hunian passers. Whichever it is, it
helps the minutes to go by,

road.

Society Direclory,

A O.H., DIVISION NO 3. meets op
the first and third Wednesday of
each month, at 1863 Notre Dame
street, near McClill. Officers : Al
derman D. Gallery, M.P., Presi-
dent; M. McCarthy, Vice-President
Fred. J. Devlin. Rec.-Secretary

15281° Ontario street, L. Brophv
Treasurer; John Hughes, Financial
Secretary, 65 Young street; M
Fennel, Chairman Standing Com
mittée; John O'Donnell, Marshal.

ST. ANN'S A. & B.
established 1863 .--Rev.
Rev. Father Flynn.
Gallery, M.P.; Sec., J. F. Quinn
625 St. Dominique street: M, J
Ryan, treasurer 18 St. Augustin
strcet. Meets on the second Sun-
day of every month. in St. Ann's
Hall, corner Young and Ottawa
streets, at 8.80 p.m.

s ot SOCIETY,
Director
President, I/

A.0.11 LADIES' AUXILIARY, Di-
vision No. 5. Organized Oct. 10th,
1901. Meeting are held em 1ist
Sunday of every month, at 4 p.m.;
and 3rd Thursday, at 8 p.m.. Mies
Annie Donovan, president; Mrs
Sarah Allen, vice-president; Miss
Nora Kavanaugh, recording-seere-
tary, 155 Inspector street; Miss
Emma Doyle, financial-secretary ;
Miss Charlotte Sparks, treasurer.
Rev. Father McGrath, chaplain.

ST. PATRICK'S SOCIETY.—Estab

lished March 6th, 1856, incorpor-
ated 1863, revised 1R64. Meets in
St. Patrick’'s Hall, 92 St. Alexan-
der street, first Monday of the
month. Committee mects last Wed
nesday. Officers : Rev. Director
Rev. J. Quinlivan, P.P. President
Wm. E. Doran; 1st Vice, T. .J,
O'Neill ; 2nd Vice, F. Casey ;
Treasurer, John O'Leary: Corres
ponding Secretary, F. oJ. Curran
B.C.L.; Recording-Secretary, T. P
Tansey.

ST. ANN'S YOUNG MEN'S SOCIF-

TY organized 1885.—Mecets in its
hall, 157 Ottawa street, on e
first Sunday of each month, at
2.30 p.m. Spiritunl Adviser, Rev

E. Strubbe, C.SS.R.; President, D
J. O'Neill; Secretary, 4. Murrav
Delegates to St. Patrick’s League
J. Whitty, D, J. O'Neill and M
Casey.

ST. ANTHONY'S COURT, C. 0. F.,
meets on the second asd fourth
Friday of every momth im their
hall, corner Scigneurs and Wetre
Dame streets. A. T. ®'Connell, C.
R., T. W. Kane, secretary,

ST. PATRICK'S T. A, & B. S0
CIETY.—Meets on the second Sun-

day of every month in St. Pat
rick’s Flall, 92 St. Alexander St,.
.immediately after Vespers. Com-

mittee of WManagement meets in
same hall the first Tuesday of every
month at 8 p.m. Rev, Father Mo
Grath, Rev, President ;:, James J.
Costigan, 1st Vice-President; Jno.
P. Gunning, Secretary, 716 St.An-
toime street, St, Henri.

C.M.B.A. OF CANADA, BDRANCH
26.—(Organized, 13th November

1873.—DBranch. 26 meels at  St..
1, 92 St. rder

lexan

Patrick’s Ilall
St., on every
mon?h.

the

That {8 what is befag
season, among all the buyers of
choice furs, at reasonable prices, for
both poor aud rich. It is a well es-
tablished fact that the great houre
of Charles Desjardins & Co. gives
30 to 40 per cent. better value than
anywhere else, for the same mouey.

A o ————

God does not always refuse when
He delays; but He loves persever-
ance, and grants it everything.—
Bossuet.

Or.e should bring to this exercise
of religion (prayer) a pure heart, a
soul disengaged from worldly occu-
pations, and closed to every feeling
of hate or revenge. When we pray
with these dispositions, the Son of
God prays with us, for He is our
Mediator, our Advocate with God,
the High-Priest who receives and
Prescnts our obligations. Nor is it
Christ alone who prays with us, but
the angels also, and the souls of the
just —Mgr. Freppel (after Origen.)

————

FURB AY RIGET PRIONS,

The certainty of correctness in
fashion, a choosing from the richest
furs in Ametfica, the assurance of
careful workmanship, the surety of
right prices and credit given to all
reliable buyers, these are a few of
the advantages offered at Charles
Desjardins & Co., the largest retail
fur store in the world,

Business Camis'-..
T. J. O'NEILL,

Renl @ Estate : 4 gent,
ISO ST. JAMES STREET.
Rents collected. Renting and repairing

attended to and included in commission.

Monthly returns of all collections Special
attention given the property of non-resi-

M. SHARKEY

Real Estate and Fire Insurance Ageat

1340 and 1723 NOTRE DAMEST.,
Montreal.

Valuations made of Real Estate. Per-
sonal supervision given to all business,
Telephone Main 771.

TeLePHONE 3833,

THOMAS 0’CONNELL

Dealerin General Household Hardware, Painte
and Oils.
137. McCORD Sireet, cor Ottawa

PRACTICAL PLUMBER,

6A5, STEAM and HOT WATER FITTEM,

RUTLAND LINING, FITS ANY BTOVR,
CHEAP,

Orders promptly attended to.
charges. .-: A trial solicited.

GARROLL BROS.,

Regintered Practieal Saulwarians,
Plumhers, Stenm Fitters,
Metal and Siate Roofers,
785 CRAIG STREET, near St. Antoine Street.
Drainage and Ventilation a specialty.
CHARGES MODERATE. Telephone 1884

Moderate

Orrice: 143 8. James 81 Teu., Mo 644

Resipence : TrreeHQNE, EAsT 445,

JOHN P. O’LEARY,

[Late Building Inspector C.P.Ry.)
Contraoctor and Bulilder
RESYDENCE: 1 Waredale Av, Westmoumné

Estimates given ; Valuations made,

GONROY BROS.,

228 Centre Street.

Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steam Fittars
ELECIRIC and MECHANIOAL
BELLS, ote.

Tel. Main 3552. Night and Day Bervice

KSTABLIBHED 1864.

House, 8ign and Decorative Painfer
PLAIN AND DECORATIVE
PAPER-HANGER,

Whitewashiggand Tinting. Orders premp
nléndnd'to. lv-rm- mofmh. ty

Residepee 645, Office 647 Dsuw strewt,
onst of ﬁlnunltrm. Mont .
Bell Telenhone, Main, 1406,

TEL. MALN 3090,

T. F. TRLIEY,

Iiteal Estate.
Money to Lend on City Property and lmpreved

TS . 3
o  Insumawon. Vavvarions.

; Room 33, Imperial Building,

107 8T. JAMES STREET,

' DANIEL FURLONG,

. Wholssale and Retail Déaler in

CHOIGE BEEF, VAL, MUTTON
#4131 Street




